Abstract
And his eyes follow the short waiter until he disappears into the small room so as to bring the tea, but he allows for his gaze to penetrate the walls of the small room and extend to the furthest north . . . there, where the sea lies with no choice . . . leaving the city to kneel under its feet in a desperate surrender . . . the sea holds land secrets in its big womb . . . and hides tyrannical cruelty behind its dubious calm . . . the sea put an end to the life of his father, the sailor . . . leaving him alone to face the hardships of life . . . working to make a living for his mother and his two little brothers . . . life is not as he wanted it . . . and the luxury he dreamt of ended up with the death of his father; he has no other choice but to take his father's place and become a sailor . . . he learned the profession by accompanying his father on days when the weather was good.
"Here you are," says the waiter, putting the tea cup on the small tray before him, and he brings the cup close to his mouth so as to taste the tea, yet its heat makes him spit out the sip impatiently, damning covertly the tea and the one who brought it.
A dull laugh comes from one of the benches, but he does not bother turning around to see the person who must have noticed him tasting and spitting out the tea, and he indignantly feels the contraction of his face muscles against the uncouth person who is laughing at him, but who is to say that person is laughing at him?
The cup is still held between the table and his mouth, and his hand is vigorously gripping the cup to the point of feeling some pain; then he sets the cup on the small tray, and lets his hands rest on the table, and his feet are stiffly stretching before him . . . they are about to plunge into the café's ground.
Um-Kalthoom's voice arises from the radio of the café . . . how great you are, Um-Kalthoom! . . . pain between your lips turns into an immortal melody that becomes deeply fathomless . . . and pain between your lips becomes a pleasant song chanted by sad hearts, conflicted by humankind's eternal struggle for existence with life's hardships.
What a miracle you are, Um-Kalthoom! His mind jumps to the house where his mother and his two little brothers await him . . . he has become accustomed to sitting in this café . . . and on the chair his father used to sit on . . . and why not?
He inherited everything from his father . . . his profession . . . his responsibility toward his family . . . his habits . . . even his love of Um-Kalthoom's voice . . . mercy be upon you oh late one . . . is it painful to leave before your time? . . . I wish you could feel the rift that appeared in our lives after your death . . . but it would make no difference! Because you have already moved to a different world An old man, sitting not far from him, continuously coughs so that his thin body shakes in a manner comical yet pathetic at the same time . . . the old man's appearance gives the impression of being rich. His eyes slide toward another man sitting beside the old man; the man is busy playing with a child that seems to be his son; then he cleans his mouth with a handkerchief, saying, "Learn cleanliness, O my son."
The man pronounced his last word in a simple, lovely way, so that he wishes to hear it again, and he thinks the man will not refuse to repeat it if he requests so from him, yet the old man interrupts, saying, "Cleanliness is part of faith . . . he should learn from this moment."
How great to have a child to take care of; rather how great to have a wife to share with him all his pain! How . . . he wishes to marry, but the castle is so high that he cannot pass through, and the sea is so deep that he cannot get to its bottom . . . marriage is as far from his reach as the ground is from the Pleiades. To think of buying a new boat he does not have money for is much easier than to think of marriage. Hence all those whom he knows, and even those whom he does not know who are living at the same economic level, are not supposed to think of marriage.
And he sips from the tea cup which has been put in front of him, and which begins to lose its heat forever . . . and when he sets the cup on its small tray, it makes a sound the old man, the man, and the child hear; they all simultaneously turn toward it . . . there is no doubt this man is happy with his wife and child . . . how great marital life is . . . including happiness, warmth, kindness and compassion, even if some troubles intervene; those troubles are flavorful . . . necessary . . . like water for barren soil . . . like medicine for patients . . . but how can he afford marriage expenses? He owns nothing; how can he marry? . . . he is creeping toward his fourth decade . . . and despite this fact he is not able to marry, and who knows? He may live his whole life without a wife . . . without a harbor, where the ship of his life, with which waves of events still play, may anchor.
The old man who looks rich speaks, as if he wants to continue on a certain topic, "If I only knew his fate after his father's death!"
The other man says, "I wish you could describe him more . . . I might know him. I know almost all the sailors here." The old man with a rich appearance seems excited when he says, "I cannot describe him because I have never met him . . . all I know about him is some information that may not be correct . . . I heard it after I heard about his father's death."
